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+ 
STARTLING THE NATIVES AT YARMOUTH. 
‘* It seems that the powers that be at the Home Office are greatly annoyed at the indignities to which Poor Pa has been subjected at the hands of the provincial 
police ; in fact, I understand that the Home Secretary has issued orders to the effect that in every district Poor Pa is to be treated with the respect due to a 
person of his eminence. Poor Pa is now strutting about as proud as any peacock. At Yarmouth the other day, in order to celebrate his release from police super- 
vision, he gave a sort of water carnival. His display, though, on a water cycle, patented by himself, proved nearly fatal to both himself and poor Ma.”—Tourtsit. 
SOMETHING LIKE A RISE. A WILD SCHEME. 
“My lamp of life is nearly expired. My race is finished. 
> The grave opens to receive me. All 1 uest then at 
parting with the world, ia the charity of its silence. Let no 
man write my e vitaph ; for as no man who knows my 
motives dare vindicate them, let not prejudice or ignorance 
asperse them; let them and me repose in obscurity and 
peace, and my tomb remain undescribed, till other times 
and other men can do justice to my character.” 
' Thus spoke in the felon’s dock in 1803 poor misguided 


Robert Emmet, the “Irich Patriot.” His short, sad, mad 
career we will here brictly describe, Early in the same 
year in which he was tried, sentenced, and suffered for high 
treason, he found himself, on the death of his father, 
possessed of three thousand tive hundred pounds ; and with 
this and with his talents and connections he might easly 
have established his independence, but the sober business 
of life had no attraction for him,and he determined to head 
a movement for the purpose of ridding his country from 
the hated Saxon yolk, 

To this purpose he took a house in Dublin, and stored in 
it a thousand poundsworth of arms and ammunition; but a 
barrel of gunpowder deposited there blew up, and all the 
. guns Auli destvored were ined by the penien, ied nats 

“Oh or - Jenkins —er—Dve decider ihe es “And, oh, by-the-by, Jenkins, Tomitted to say that T “Ando, Jenkins, I have finally decided to dispen~e therefore, to begin again. f nother tnousine poundsworth 
baliry. Yes: Py toa iP ted soewit Teesive aa PED pathic celeste aha casily tind time — with the office charwuman. You canstay for an um was purchased, and the Zoned ef duly, 1803, fixed for the 
“Atte hall-crown per weuk, No thauks, 1 buy!" ty pertussis his dutios in wilditiou to your own.” hour of two on Saturdays to ecrub and clean up.” capture of Dublin, The plius were admirably adapted for 


id 


their sanguinary purpoxe, but, fortunately, something went wrong 
at the last moment. Severv! hundred men who came in from the 
country returned home, being told that the Rising had been 
postponed. But it was too late, however, to retract entirely, poor 
madeap Emmet thought, for heexpected the whole country would 
arise on that night. He therefore, with eighty men, set forth to 
seize the Custle. 

The experience of a few minutes revealed to him his folly, The 
ruffianly mob weuld neither obey nor follow him, Half way to the 
scene of action he had but a straggling band of eighteen at his 
heels, and these were skulking away oue by one. Convinced of 
the hopelessness of the whole business he.prevented the discharge 
of a rocket, which was to be the. signal for the outposts to 
commence hostilities. This act saved the life of hundreds, for no 
blow was struck by those in readiness, and who, in the end, wearicd 
by waiting, slowly melted away. 

What had become of Emmet is not clearly stated, but the 
ruffians from whom he disassociated himself were now joined by 
numerous lawless wretches intent on outrage aud plunder, and 
before long, a murder was committed. The coach of rd 
Kiiwarden, Chief J ustice of the Court of.King’s Bench, his nephew 
and his niece, drove up, and was instantly surrounded. Much 
confusion prevailed, and his lordship received a‘deadly stab from 
the hand of an assassin. Ilis nephew was dragged from the 
carriage and ill-treated ; but the young lady was rescued by some 
looker on, and borne in his arms to a place of safety. a 

For a few hours the mob continued to skirmish with the military, 
who had now arrived on the scene. and several men were killed 
By morning, however, all signs of rebellion had disappeared, and a 
large reward was offered for the capture of the leader, Robert 
Emmet, who had travelled post haste to Wicklow to prevent a 
rising of the rebels assembled there. He might have escaped to 
France, but would not leave before bidding adieu to his sweetheart, 
the ee daughter of the famous Mr, Curran, This delay was 
fatal. He was tracked down, arrested, and thrown into prison, 
He met his fate with unostentatious fortitude, and although few 
could justify his projects or regret their failure, yet his youth and 
his talents exc od general sympathy, Thomas Moore thus 
lamented his fate : 

“Oh! breathe not his name ; let it sleep in the shade, 
Where.cold and unhonourei his relics are laid. 
Sad, silent and dark, be the tears that we shed, 
As the night-dew that falls on the grass o'er his head. 
“But the night-dew that falls, though in silence it weeps, 
Shall brighten with verdure the’ grave: where he slecps ; 
And the tear that weashed, though in secret it rolls, 
Shall long keep his memory green in our souls.” 


His sweetheart, Washington Irving tells us, died with a broken 


heart. 
a e « * « * 
THE BIGG FITE. 
Round 8, this fite will taik a plais inn istri. the deming boi an 


the bludles avin bin fetch bak an kik by the presman an refere 

orstilitis ar resoom. the deming goe for alexandri an ketch im 

betwene the eis, alexandri Ictt im av itt.on the boko. the deming 

ketch alexandri onn the taiter trapp lai im out tlatt and wipe iss 

boots onn im. wile so engaig alexandri bite im onn the ankle. 
(Newt week, “The Priest.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,.°* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough tocontain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Very many thanks for letter, Glad you're happy, WINNIE 
WRIGHT. Tootsie cannot tell you, ETue., It would not be really 
right. Nothing like it, S.G. Wassann, You sould hare to pay, of 
course, Of your argument, A READER, SLOPER hardly secs the 
force. Haven't apace at present, VARNEY, Se you ace we must 
decline, Indispensable, Walter, Jf the customer's to dine, 
Very little alteration In the story, H.R... Thanks for kind 
suggestion, ARTHUR, Jiut we'd rather let it be. Very ancient, 
Boston READER. Ves, a dozen, ARTHUR JIALL. You may 
sce them, JUMPING JIMMY, Any time you like to call, 


— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 6d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.’s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kicsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


—_—————_—— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—#£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall a singe to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S ITALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom erery Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 v'cluck the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—— 

The Battersea Missionary ee has caught sight of a stack of 
empty Old Tom bottles in the back yard), Gin-drinking especially 
is so bad, 1 think ; brings people down so low, you know. 

Mrs. Sloper. Yes, indced, sir. you're i heary right. Many a time 
I've known it to bring ALLY wown to the floor, where he couldn't 
go no lower. + 


THE only two articles of clothing that lovely woman never show 
any desire to waste any supertluous material over arc—a ballet 
skirt and a ba‘hing dress. Ugh, you men! 

oe 
* 
How oft we meet a girl who from 
The rear's a beauty quite, - 
Yet, when we «ee her face, turns out 
To be a howling fright! 
ss 
s 
Snedger. That fellow Buncer puts on an awful lot of side ; seems 


awfully fond of showing off, 
Tedger. You're right ; he carried his fondness to the extent of 


throwing me off his premises the other night. 


Laura (@ typical fin de siécle girl). How you do stoop, dear. 
You must leave off cycling and do more lawn tennis. 


Clara, Oh, it isn’t that, dear ; only—er—Charlie is—er—so short, 
you know, that I have—er—to stoop down every time I kiss kim, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 540,—The “ Aberystwith Bathing” Costume. 


“Sav, guv'ner, how old's the 
devil?” “My gool man, you mnst 
keep your own family record.” 


“T say, Tom, don’t the sea air make you 
feel giddy?” “Right you are, old man, 
—we had better'have another liquor.” 


i WA 


“Hullo, Baffin ! all shivering? What's the matter?” “I am afraid I have 
taken cold after my bathe.” “Very silly thing to do, old mau; I always take 
whisky after mine.” 


“I know why this is called a 
hboree-plstol, grendpa~babwans AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
it kicks.” No, 38.—Colin Clout, SW 
s 


Liee™ 


(Saturday, September 1, 1894, 


‘ oe, Cymtertom?: And what's the raatter with my daughter, 
doctor 4 
The Doctor, She is suffering, madam, from the effects of mal de 


mer, 

Mra. Clumberbump, Lor’ bless me! and what does that come 
from, doctor? 

The Doctor, From the French, madam, Mal signifiee— 

Mrs. Clumberbump (interrupting). I thought so. That's all 
along of goin’ over to Boulogne in that there Margaret steamer, 
J made sure she'd catch something or other from them there dirty 
foreigners, *° 

“TT is a face that could never laugh,” said the history-fed-up 
damsel, as she gazed at the picture of Joan of Arc. “ Yer,” said 
the common, practical sense glass-o'-bitter youth by her side; 
“and it wouldn’t have been any use trying to tickle her with all 
that armour on.” *° 

Bland M.D, Well, sir, and what is the matter with you? 

Irascible Old Gentleman, That's just what 1 want you to tell 
me. What do you think I called you in for? 

. 


s 
On, how we hate him, vet, alas! 
He writes us day by day 
To priat.the awful funny things 
is little boy can say. 


s 
Victim of Toothache. Say, policeman, can you tell me where Mr. 
Sarckittes he dentist, lives Seok here? ” 
P.C. 2784. Yes, sir, certainly ; third turning to the left and about 
twenty doors down. You can't miss it, you can hear the 
patients shrieking a hundred yards off, 


s 
“A MAN never knows what he can do until he tries, and then he 
very often finds out that he can't do it."—SLOPER’s PuovRRBIAL 
PHILOSOPHY, oe 
s 


Friend, What do you think ot your new boss? 
New Clerk. He is the most even-tempered man I ever met. 
Friend, Really?) Why, 1 underst that he was always out of 


temper. 
New Clerk. So he is, Always. Never varies. Quite even- 
tempered, *,° 


First Medical Practitioner, Tullo! old fellow, what's the 
matter? You look knoeked up. 

Second Medical Practitioner, Yes, that's the mischief. I was 
knocked up three times last night: the population is increasing 
wonderfully in this neighbourhood, 


“TI HOPE vou do not like a heart that's cold, Mr. SLorer.” 
“ Lor’, no, mum ! I always take my dash of Red Heart rum hot, with 
lemonand——” But the victim of unsympathised-with sentiment 

ve him a look that would have frizzled the wig of an “ Old 

rury " extra lady, *.° 

Mrs, Chatterby. What an agreeable conversationalist that Mr. 
Dumby is; I never had such an eaorable chat. 

Mr. Chatterby. Indeed ; what did he say? 

Mrs, Chatterby. I really can’t remember just now, but I toid 
him all about our new house, and the girls, and what plays I've 
seen and lots of other things, and he looked most interested. 


* 
No man by all his arguments 
Will ever here convince, 
A woman with a taste for silks 
That she looks well in prints, 


s 
Lushington. By Jove! I do want a drink badly. 
alequarntance (who does not know him yet). Here's some soda 
and milk, old man: capital thing this hot weather. 
Lushington (with inexpressible disgust), Phew! ( said I wanted 
a drink. °° 


“] SOMETIMES sing to the phonograph for amusement,” said ‘he 
musical clerk, in the presence of his colleagues and a brace of 
clerks. ‘“ Yes,” answered his junior; “and when you had been 
trying ‘1°ll Sing thee Songs of Araby ’ the other day, hanged if the old 
resident office-keeper didn’t think it was an exact reproduction of 
the noize she made lacing her stays in the next room.” 


es 
New Assistant. That gentleman seems very anxious that his new 
boots shouldn't creak. 
Old Assistant. Yes; he’s a member of the Late Sitters’ Club— 
and he's married, *\* 


Itegistrar, To what, then, do you attribute your sudden failure 
in business? 

Bankrupt Milkman. To my inability to pay the rates. 

Itegistrar, How do you mean? 

Bankrupt Milkman, The Water Company cut off the supply. 


Poet ( prowdly). I knocked off that little thing in exactly halt 
an hour. 
Editor (calmly). What a waste of five-and-twenty minutes. 
es 


=e 
Magistrate. How do you live, prisoner? Have you any means 
of support? 
Prisoner (with signe) I should think so, indeed; my wife 
takes in mangling. you take me for a mere vagabond? 
ss 
td 
Mother. Why, Tommy crying! Are you so sorry your aunt did 
not come this afternoon? 
Tommy (betrecen soba). No, it ain't 80 much that, but nurse made 
me have my neck washed on purpose, now it’s all wasted. 
ss 


s 
No man upon the scroll of fame 
To be enrolled can hope, 
Until he’s asked to write a puff 
For someone's patent soap. 
ss 
s 
Dauber. V'll never send another picture into that exhibition 
again. The asses have actually skied it! 
Friend, Well, you can't complain, 
Dauber, How so 
Friend, Well, you see, it’s highly appreciated, isn’t it? 
ee 


s 
“THE one thing I do like a gale of wind for,” said the Captain 
of the Margate boat, “is that when it makes ‘em feel bad it does 
Buc in making those fellows take their arms from round the 
girls’ waists. I'm sick of standin’ on the bridge a-watchin’ them 
playin’ the amateur boa constrictor.” 


se e 


s 
Mrs. Marketer, Have you got any of that cheese you sent me 
last week ? 
Grocer, Oh, yes, mum, plenty! How much shall I cut? — 
Ars, Marketer. None, ks ; I'll wait till you're out of it. 


——— 
Ewery Monday. One Malfpenny: 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
80 SHOB LANB, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


saturday, September 1, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE AT ABERYSTWITH. 


—— 


if it wasn’t Auld Clootie himself? 
ge him his due, and say the Pontar- 
Msnach was the 
work of the 
Knight's Hos. 
pitallers. A cen- 
‘ury and a half 
ago, anvhow, the 
old bridge was 
condemned as 
dangerous, and a 
new one was 
built above it by 
thecounty magis- 
trates, Did I 
ever tell you the 
story of the 
Devil's Bridge? 
if I did, it was 
such along while 
ngo have no 
recollection of 
the circum. 
stance, and as 
you must know 
allabout it before 
dreaming of 
starting for 
Abervstwith I 
might as well 
tell it now. 

Once upon a 
time, nen, old: Mother Migan Llandunach, who farmed a strip of 
land on the hill slopes near the d Mynach Ravine, found that 
her cow had strayed away and was grazing on the opposite crags. 
How had it got there, and how was she to get to it? She was on 
ine side of the terrible chasm and the cow on the other. Suddenly 
-he found at her elbow a gentlemanly-looking male person in a 
iress suit and a red tie, ‘What 1 smell of matches,” said the old 
lidy. “The latest perfume,” said the gentlemanly man, with a 
sweet smile, “and a great favourite with all the ladies where I come 
from. What is the matter?” Megan soon told him. “That's 
nothing,” said he; “I'll throw a b - across in the twinkling of 
aneve, But on one condition. The first living thing that crossea 
it shall be mine.” The old girl agreed; and the bridge having 
been built, she took a bit of bread out of her pocket, and calling to 
au mingy little dog, threw the bread across and sent him after it. 
~You may keep your dog.” said the gentlemanly man, and then 
having ealled her all the bad names he could think of, he walked 
away ina state of mortification difficult to describe—not over the 
bridge, but the long way round, And the bridge he probably left 
stinding to mark the spot where an old woman had made a fool of him. 

The Devil's Bridge, it may be mentioned, is about twelve miles 
from Aberystwith, so if, after all, you have not time to go there, 
vou may take stock of Aberystwith Castle, a fine old crumbling 
Stilton cheesy kind of relic. There are, also, the Marine Parade. 
where you may take strolls, and the Promenade Pier, at the head of 


Wno built the Devil's Brid, 


fot there ore some people er 


Yachting. 


which the town band makes pleasant music. If you care for pebble- 
pottering there is the beach, where curious things may be found. 

We three girls went out by ourselves in a yacht. mention, in 
connection with this trip, that none of the three were drowned. 

Voor, dear Billy has fon publicly beaten with an umbrella by 
the umbrella’s proprietor, an old lady whose silken tresses, blown 
«lt by the wind, he had gallantly rescued from the briny wave. 
lilly now says there is no gratitude in the world ; but there is a 
big bump on his hend where benevolence ought to be. 

What do you say? How is the company getting on? My dears, 
itis something simply awful. osebud. whom, I think, I have 
Previously mentioned, has become betrothed to Mr. Jones, our 
second low com. Mr. Jenkins, our first low com.. between whom 
and Rosebud tender passages had previously passed, has since been 
a roging maniac. Yesterday he bought and brought a tin pail to 
the theatre, On being asked why, a dark smile tlitted across his 
priaes A rumour is abroad that it is intended for Mr. Jones's 

I'kis evening, at the wing, 2 tremendous combat took place 
between the Rosebud rivals, und the stage was kept waiting whilst 
their wounds were bound up. The Brass-Headed Band are much 
diverted by these events, and passing one another, say, “ Aha! a 
time will come!” 

A heavy cloud of myste 


: surrounds that boy. Ginger and Legs 
‘ure evidently possessed of 


undless means, They live at the best 
hotels, they buy 
the biggest- 
riced p at 
our show, they 
drink cham- 
pagne in the 
morning, an 
pay emall for- 
tunes for their 
smokes, They 
have both pro- 
posed to. me, 
and offered gold 
and silver and 
broad lands, 
I'm thinking 
. the matter over 
—to slow 
music, 

But about 
that boy: He 
has no. visible 
menns of exis. 
tence. He ia 
threadbare and 
frayed at the 
edges. His 
boots are nearly 
P worn out. Yet 
“ors he cling, like ivy, round the Burlesque Co., and patro- 
tages it nizhtly, getting in no one knows how. Once, twice, thrice, 
US Bob. in tones of thunder, bidden him go forth never to return, 
“uel Chat boy has smiled, but he has not gone. Inscratavle boy ! 


3 


A trememlous combat. 
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“THE COMING MEDICINE.” 


EVERYBODY 
IN SEARCH OF HEALTH SHOULD 


LOOK OUT FOR 


SLOPER'S 
PILLS. 
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SEE FURTHER ANNOUNCEMENTS. 


PROPRIETORS 


GURDEN & CO, 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


FASHION NOTES FOR SEPTEMBER. 

LISLE thread monkings with open-worked heels and toes will be 
worn this autumn (as in last and former years) by young ladies 
engrossed in the serials in the penny novelettes. 

Some of the hats one sees in King’s Road, Brighton, involun- 
tarily recall the remark of the sweet little five-year-old milliner 
who said, “Oh, auntie, look—I went to make my dollie a bonnet 
and it's come out a pair o’ trousers !"" 

It is the fashion in Mexico for “engaged” girls to give a few 
drops of their blood as a charm to their future husband. Here 
they bleed the young man to the tune of several presents to propi- 

te ” 

The Reise Game is the latest fad in Goose Green society. It is 
not intricate or hard to learn, whilst, being seighal inexpen- 
sive, it’s just the thing for young people who have come back 
“broke” from the seaside. Six nice kissable girls stand in a row. 
The hostesa gives the top girl a “three-halfpenny Spanish,” and 
turns her back. One of the girls takes a bite, and then the 
young men, who have been rigorously excluded from the room and 
imprixoned somewhere in the vicinity of the front hall hat-rack, 
are called upon to guess who bit the onion. The happy young 
fellow who mannges to guess correctly is allowed to kiss the fair 
biter for ten minutes by the kitchen clock (which loses about a 
quarter in every hour), and it will be hard if the sale of engage- 
ment rings doesn’t increase before Michaelmas. 

—S 


SEASIDE SONNETS. . 


No. 7.—THE THREE MASHERS. 


THREE mashers went tripping away by the train, 
Away by the train as the moon went down : 
Each thought of the sweetheart he'd surely gain 
On the shimmering beach at the reaside town. 
For love into maidenly hearts will creep, 
And mashers will mash by the briny deep, 
While the sad sea waves are moaning ! 


Three maidens went strolling away on the beach, 
Away on the beach of their native town : 
And each of three mashers made love to each 
Of the girls on the shore, where the sun shone down. 
For love is sweet in the glittering noon, 
And the men did mash, and the maids did spoon, 
While the sad sea waves were moaning ! 


Three farmera in search of their loves went out, 
In search of their loves on the golden beach : 
And they angrily brandished their cudgels stout, 
When they saw that a masher was mashed on each, 
For jealousy’s fires will arise and leap 
In bosoms that Love hath in thrall to keep, 
While the sad sea waves are moaning ! 
Three mashers went back by the London train, 
By the London train as the sun went down, 
ae were tortured by many a bruise and sprain, 
They were plastered and bandaged from toeito crown. 
And never again by the sounding sea 
Will mer spoon with the sweethearts of farmers 


t 
While the sad sea waves are moaning ! 
a 


SEASIDE ECHOES. 

SADLY but Bureiy the evenings are drawing in: very soon the 
longest seaside holidays must come to a close. And so it ha; ry 
that the little evening cherubims hovering over the veran of 
the Brighton boarding house hear the voice of the sweet girl of 
ene discussing matrimony in the abstract with the last 
“eligible” Slee Sat left. 

“Why, what h you talk—er—Harry! If you men yeky 
wanted to marry and settle down, you wouldn't be so squeamis 
about king a girl from a luxurious home to the simple 
necessaries of the little ‘flat’ you say you could give her. My dear 
boy, the more Ags think over the cost of starting housekeeping the 
farther you drift away from what you call the ‘realisation of your 
fondest hope.’ Why, I'm sure we could along like—oh! likea 
ton of coal down a switchback, on what you fritter away in 
cigarettes,” 

And then the small boy, sitting with his parents within earshot, 
looks up from his reading and exclaims, “By Jilliger! she is 
pitchin’ it to him this evenin’, ain't she, mar?” 

SSS 


WELL UP IN HER BUSINESS, 

WE know a good wife who gave tifteen golden sovereigns tor a 
very second-hand parrot. who could only gay, “ Drunken beast! 
you ought to be ashamed of yourself!’’ All the same, though, 
that woman died worth £5000, She used to let it out to virtuously 
sleepy wives, to keep in their halls when their husbands went out 
“smokering,” so that the wretches could be properly reproved 
without the tre~hle of their getting up. 

ed 


s 
a s 


on 


MAY MORRISON. 


— 


“THE de-ceit-ful, t-t-treacherous, ker-ker-cold-hearted mer-mer 
monster !"’ sobbed pretty little Mrs. Flynkerton, writhing amid the 
sofa cushions, * Oh, 
how could he—how 
could = he be so 


“How could he 
indeed!” sniffed 
Miss = Pryenpoke, 
with superb con- 
tempt. “Why, 


nature — 
it’s all their 
natures! Men take 
to deceit as natur- 
ally as ducks take 
to water. They're 
all alike —all of 
‘em! And how 
you could expect 
Mr. Flynkerton to 
differ from the 
rest passes my cOm- 
prehension ! 

“ But he’s always 
been solo-lo-loving 
and affec-fec-tion- 
ate,” protested the 
occupant of the 
sofa, “I'd never 
have believed it, 
never! No! not 
if the whole world 
had risen and ac- 
cused him! But from his own mouth—oh, my Charlie!” and 
the sobs redoubled, 

“Oh!” said Miss Pryenpoke, pursing her thin lips together, 
“the vileness of man may come as a surprise to some, but not to 
me—not to me, my dear! I had the wit to discern it when I was 
but the merest slip ofa girl: that’s why J never married. Not that 
1 couldn't have been, over and over again. I've had hundreds of 
offers—hundreds! But I refused ‘em all—all!") And she made a 
sweeping gesture with her hands, Suplyine an utter wiping olf of 
man from the earth's surface. “ But tell me, how did you come to 
find it out, dear?" 

* You may as well hear,” she said, bitterly. “It will be public 
Let ca soon enough. Yesterday afternoon [ called at Charlie's 
oftice—he's a stockbroker, you know. There was no one there 
except the oftice-boy, who said his master would be in almost 
immediately. More for fun than anything else, I told the boy to 
say nothing of my presence, and, slipping into Charlie's private 

den, IT hid mysell 
in a large cupboard 
there, intending te 
jump out suddenly 
and startle him— 
for my visit was an 
unexpected one. J 
had barely drawn 
the door to, wher 
my lord entered, 
followed by that 
horrid Mr. Bounder, 
a fellow 1 loatha 
and detest. ‘And 
how's the charming 
May getting on!’ 
were the first words 
the wretch uttered, 
‘Oh, splendidly !° 
replied Charlie. 
‘She must cost you 
apretty penny; how 
long have you kept 
her?’ ‘Neaz!y two 
years, Ever since 
Rampley went to 
Australia, Yes, she’s 
cost me a_ tidy 
le { felt m 

1 icing. ‘I 
suppose your wife 
“She must have cost you a pretty penny !” hasn't the slightest 

inkling of the mat- 
ter yet?’ Inughed Bounder. ‘Heaven forbid!’ answered m 
monster, ‘quickly. ‘She'd go out of her mind. As it is, shes 
always grumbling that I keep her short of money ; and if she 
suspected that any went into snother channel—phew !" The 
treacherous, untruthful villain! How I kept myself from rushing 
out I don’t know! Then they talked and laughed for another five 
minutes, during which I learned that he runs out of town at least 
once a week to xee her—this May !—that she’s a perfect beauty— 
that she’s as fast as an express——” eas 

“Ah!” hissed the worthy spinster, parenthetically, licking her 
lips, “they like ‘em like that, dear.” f 

“And that to-morrow—that’s to-day—he wouldn't miss secing 
her for worlds. Then some whisky was produced, and the two 
wretches drank ‘to May Morrison, the fastest and sweetest of her 
sex,’ after which they went out together, and I—I ker-ker-came 
out too; a-a-and—oh! what shall 1 do! what shall Ido!” and 
the poor little woman burst into another passion of grief. 

At that moment 
the drawing-room 
door opened, and 
a maid announced 
“Mr, Bounder.” 
The gentleman 
himeelf positively 
rushed into the 


room. 
“Mrs. Flynker- 
ton,” he gasped, 
“I congratulate 
ou! ooray! 
‘ve just had a 
telegram from 
Charlie to say 
she’s won! May 
Morrison's won 
the Kempton 
Park Leviathan 
Handicap, and 
old Charlie's 
nded _— twenty 
thousand pounds, 
and—but, of 
course, you don't 
understand. May 
Morrison's a race- 
horse—mare 
rather, he’s owned 
for a long time 
on the strict q.t.— 
took off a man in 
payment fora 
debt; but he kept it dark because—but there! you'll hear all 
when he comes * But Mrs. Flynkerton heard no 


The office-boy, 


“May Morrison's won! Hooray 1” 


k to-ni—” 
more, She had fainted away out of pure joy. 


She. Are you sure this ring is gold ? 

Me, Why ? 

She, Because the last one IT had given to me waa 
brass. 


4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from thuse 
of her Jriends whose portraits have nut yet bern inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 354.—Mis8 I8OBEL SANDERS. 
“<A poet's pen is needed to describe her.” — The Dook Snook. 
“No man but is enraptured with ber beauty.” —Lord fo. 
“A priceless gift is eo much ideal loveliness.” — The Hon. Billy. 


“Come on, Ria, let’? vo and have a cooler; for blowed if I sha‘n't melt 
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TO THE 
WAX WORK 
EXHIBITION 
ALL FIGURES 
KEPT im THE 


if 1 stop out here much longer 1" 


“Oh, Brown, she’s jilted me!" © Well, yon are a lucky chap, 
If Belinda bad only jilted me T should be a happy mau now.” 
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“All ma’s boarders make 
to me, which is good for busi 
dear, They never eat much when 
they are in love."—Lrtract jum 
Letter of Youny lauly, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—H. P. COBB, Esq., M.P. 


=> 


For a comparatively obscure M.1’. to rise at a bound to notoriety, amd, further, he 
immortalised! in the pages of ALLY SLOP ER's workl-wide “ HALP-HOLIDAY,” shouk 
ene would think, make that M.P.'s shirt-stads burst their bonds in consequence 
the unusual strain put upon them through abnormal chest expansion, and cause his 
brace-buttons to fly as he drew himself up to an extra special beight, aud, not as in 
the case of H. P. Cobb, Esquire, M.V, induce him to bury his heat deep in the fobis 
of a granny’s night-cap.——-(1) “Oh, Met. SLoPKR!” cried merry Miss Margate, 
running up to him, as that great man was striking picturesque attitudes for the 
express benefit of the maids, wives and widows asembled on the extension “Oh, 
Mi&. SLOPER! wasn't it horrid of that awfal Mr. Cob) complaininy to the House of 
Commons about poor Mr. Sawyer getting a few hours of extra time at the Hall by 
the Sea so that we might have a hall?" “ Horrid, my child!" criel A. SLOP, 
playfully kissing her on the tip of her saucy little nose, “It was positively indecent ! 

ou read, no doubt, in the morning's paper, my scathing speech on that occasion ?” 
—(2) Here A.SLOPER threw down his hat and umbrella, and posed, “ Did not the 
Hon. Member for Rugby,” said he, “forget that he was in that Ancient House of 
Legislature, on the door of which I have the honour to stand as representative of 
Shue Lane? Did not the Hon, Member rather imagine himself at that moment a 


THE ELDER’S BRIGHTEST HOPES BLASTED 


N \s | Z ah: | 
ae 


& 


Member of the Vestry of Puddle on the Slosh, where, acconling to Rugby rntes, he 
shoukl be? Was the Hon, Member aware——" “Oh, yes!"’ Miss Margate cut in, 
“Lremember, You need not go away farther—but he is here now." “Here! Where <° 
“In Margate, seeking refage from an indiznant populace in the Vortigern Cave, and 
defying the proprietor to get him out.” “ Have they tried sulphur, 1 wonder ?” suid 
A.=1avkk, “Stay! Dll manae it !"—(3) The Eminent fount Mr. Cobb at the 
farthest end of the Cavern, pule but defiant. “Leave this place,” said A. Soren, 
“Never!” cried Cobb, “But, hat Whodo Tsee? The Member for Shoe Lane! 
“The same, aml ket me warn you if you do not depart hence in two twos TI 
interview you.” “T surrender!" cried the wretched Cobb, “Rather ket me be torn 
to pieces by the people than that! Ob, that I had a disguise!" “Tis here!” andl 
with a sly twinkle in his eye A. SLOVER produced a gramdmother'’s cap.— (4) Cobb 
eagerly seize it, pnt it on, and crept ont, As the Friend of Man anticipated it was 
no disguise at all, for the next moment a yell of triumph from outside rent the air. 
That afternoon his friend Sanger hai a grand procession in A. S10PrKR'S honour, 
comprising the whole strength of his menagerie,——(5) And, really, the latter did 
feel proud when iu the place of honour in that procession he perambuluted the town 
on the largest elephant, amidst the cheers of the populace, 


AGAIN. 


(1) The Elder and the Meenister, unkent tae ilk ither, were off tae court auld Peter 
McPhee's “ Weedie,” who wasna that ill-lookin’, and hai « hantle o' siller forbye, when 
an appareetion in its Sabbath claes appeared on the scene, “ Losh me!” said the Elder, 
“there's a tautie-bogle tae frichteu the French. I jaloose he'll bea Free Kirk Meenister 


by his looks." 


the Meenister o' the :staybli hed.” 


(2) As the Elder and the Meenistcr keekit roond the corner o' the 
“Wee lic’s" wee bit hocsie, they heard her murmur, “ Reginald, ye've bonnie like pair! What's the maitter wi' ye? I'll jist rin bame for us 
jist captured me wi’ yer han‘some face an’ yer gentle manners, sae gun and pit ye vot o° yer misery wi’ a pickle swan shot.” 
vera unlike that course deevil, McNab, an’ that daft, haveriu’ crater, 


(3) “Dang me,” roared the Laird, “MeNab and Mecnister, but e"re ® 


(And the Reo. Habbyeook Me Parden hung up his hat i 
the * Weedw's” boity. 
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“Sisterly-Gqual lem. Corns 
, OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Great Jehoshaphat! here we've arrived at September and I have not, up to the present, done a her sister “ North” :—In shooting, Beauty strirca with zeat To, of the male sex, get the best :— For 
sincle moment's shouting, Well, 1 suppose [ must now wait until the 20th inst. Lam generally change of air the youngsters yearn, But honesty they first must learn :—The farmers once again 
successful somewhere about that period—if it’s only at shooting the moon, But, now to business :— — complain That they are hacing too much rain :—The contract boots are doomed at last, And avon 
the Liberator Praud,'tis clear, Before long witl be over here :—The birda to kill, their hata to will be things of the paat—Loveliness again to the fore, The fair sex seem to be superseding men 
trim, Is but a foolish sort of whim :—The gentle“ Boxer” strutted forth, And spanked with bricks —inwevery branch of sport as well as in everything else—TIHK SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


TO BE SURE IT IS 


AD 


A BIT “ORF.” | 


*Apenny sher-root (as suppliel). ‘Fre, I any, jns' giv’ 
me one wot ‘aan't ‘ad the end Lit orf, if you pleare! | 


aa PE 
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OA, 


f 


Boy. 


“Shall we go ont a little further, dear?” “Oertainly not! 
How can the fellows see oug new bathing costumes when we 
are lu deep water?” 


GETTING READY FOR WAR. 


‘© new patent Government knife machine, specially adapted “Can't you remember packing my tobacco, Grace?” “No, dear, [ can't, really. It's very 


He. Woubl you love me if P was rich ? 
for cleaning swords and bayonets. tiresome, to be sure.” “It's a jolly sight more tiresoue not to be sure! 


She. Leau's sy wbout that; but J might marry you. 


N8 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 


A. Storer, as his readera must be fully aware, is one of the 
keenest of sportsmen, Whether it be potting the dreaded man- 
eater in the Indian jungle, 
or shooting the moon upon 
achilly night in the wilds 
of Battersea, the Old Man 
is a practised hand; and 
each advent in the sportin 
calendar is looked forwarc 
to by him with the keenest 
and most pleasurabie anti- 
cipation. The First of 
September always finds the 
Eminent tramping. the 
roots and stubble, slaying 
the toothsome partridge 
with that ease and skill 
which has won him such 
renown asa knight of the 
deadly tube, Theshooting 
over the extensive Court 
Mildew Estate has been 
let this year, but A, SLOPER 
has many friends who 
gladly welcome him as an 
addition to their party. 


s 

TNE Mildewed and Moth- 
Eaten Fabric has this day 
conferred the “ Award of 
Merit"’ upon SERGEANT 
ELviott, because he kept 
hia eye on ‘Good Old Spot. 
“Feyther.” burst forth the cerulean-orbed Alexandry, his voice 
choked with emotion and cold crumpets, “ Sergeant Elliott deserves 
the Award, and noerror. If, through any laxity on his part, or on 
the part of the Hendon police, that there dog, ‘Spot, had been 
made into snosingers, the wrath of Chirgwin, the White-Eyed One, 
would not only have come down on your bally old head, but the 
nerations of SLOPER yet to come, would ‘ave been cussed for 
hevermore. Chirgwin distinctly told youthat——” But A, SLOPER 
wasn't going to stand a sermon from one oo Joh 80 » Pie hia 
son 2 more than average toe, he dived into the Welsh Harp and 

lubricated with his old pal Warner, 

ss 

s 

AN International War Loan of fifty million dollars is being 
successfully raised by the Japanese Government. And this in an 
age when a man like A. SLOPER finds it a hard job to raise half a 

crown, ele 

s 


AUTUMN days are fast approaching, and people are very justly 
complaining that we have had buta miserable allowance of summer, 
Those clever folks, the 
weather prophets, who 
foretold that June, July 
and August would equal 
the hottest months of last 
year are, as usual, quite out 
of their reckoning; in- 
deed their very prophecies 
should have warned us to 
expect nothing but indif- 
ferent climatic conditions. 
Many are the holidays that 
have been spoilt this year ; 
many the youth and maid 
who have inveighed bit- 
terly against the Clerk of 
the Wenther, that eccentric 
individual who delights to 
lure folks from town and 
then condemn them to 
pass miserable weeks amid 
rural surroundings and the 
very worst samples of 
weather he has on tap, 


Tue Vigilant has, we 
understand, sailed its last 
race round these shores, It 
is just as well that she has 
done xo, Jonathan has had 
about as severe n mauling 
as he could well stand at 
one dose. We doubt not that he will be the first to acknowledge 
that Britannia does indeed rule the waves, 
| ed 
s 

Yrs, it is perfectly true that the Irish Nationalists and 
McGooseley are at present estranged. It ia all on account of Mac's 
preference to Scotch whisky over good old “ Oirish.” The Irish 
party look upon it as another inshult to Ould Oireland. 


A. SLorER's ITEALTH.—The alarming reports circulated in many 
quarters concerning the health of the Eminent Littérateur are, we 
are pleased to say, quite unfounded, A. SLOPER is suffering from 
nothing more serious than a slight chill, consequent upon his 
having slept in his damp boots after an extra fatiguing day. 


ories for all who 
_ kaw r 
Leslie, David 
James, Harriet 
Coveney and the 
invalided Nelly 
Farren, in the 
original produc- 
tion, But the 
newcomers work 
well. Mr, Sey- 
mour Hicks fol- 
lows, perhaps, 
too slavishly 
in the footsteps 
of his great pre- 
decessor ; ut 
the undoubted 
talent for bur- 
lesque which he 
evinced in Under 
the Clock, is here 
apmirent. — Miss 
Ellaline Terriss 
is a delightful 
Winifred Wood, 
and Miss Jessie Preston, when she ean throw off the stamp of the 
mnusie-hall, will make an excellent Jack. Mr. Charles Danby's 
Blneskin is simply splendid. These clever people are aysisted by 
quite a host of talent who all contribute towards the undoubted 
success of the revival, 
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Ir want to go “Courting the Widow,” or to have an inter. 
view oith the “ Doctor,” you must journey to the Oxford, where 
Dan Leno is at present 
singing both the fore- } 
going songs with much 
gusto and amidst aren 
enthusiasm, Since J. H. 
Jennings resumed the 
reins of management of 
this hall, the Oxford 
has been proceeding 
along the road that leads 
to success at a hand 
gallop, The programme 
is of the strongest, and 
there are very few of 
the “stars” nt present 
in London who are not 
included on its pages, 
Dan Leno is, of course, 
a host in himself, as is 
Eugene Stratton. 
Charles Godfrey, Tom 
Leamore, Ada Luxmore 
and Marie Collins alxo 
are artistes not to be 
sneezed at, But, there, 
you must go to the 
Oxford and sample for 
yourselves, - 


THE plucky little Jap 
seems likely to prove a 
pretty sharp thorn in 
the side of big, bullying, bombastic China. The latter, in fact, 
is at present having a rather Jap-un-easy time of it. 


s 
IN a letter to a contemporary, a lady—whether young or old we 
should not like to say—informs us that the “Living Pictures” 
now being displayed at several of our leading music-halls are an 
insult to womanhood. To which we respond with one simple but 
emphatic word—“ Rats!” se 
s 


IT is stated that a favourite song for penny renee and other 
entertainments for working people just now is ‘When Jabez Comes 
Home Again.” *,° 


A CONTRIBUTOR has just sent us a poem of about eighty verses 
in length, entitled “The Sad Sea Waves.” Although we have waded 
through at least half of this effusion, we have up to now failed to 
discover what it is really that the aad sea does wave. 

ss 
s 

THE proposal to o1 ‘ize an expedition to the Antarctic regions 
has been under comeitarnsicn for some time past at “The Sloperies,” 
and we understand that 
A. SLOPER'S offer to dis- 
cover the South Pole— 
provided he was sup- 

plied with a hundred 
ogsheads of “ Unsweet- 
ened," aship, and a crew 
of his own vase 
has been accepted by 
the Government. The 
Eminent’s colleagues in 
the expedition have not 
vet been selected. but it 
is probable that Me- 
Gooseley will be given 
charge of the “Un- 
sweetened.” . 


s 

Mr. RuHopeEs lately 
treated the House of 
Assembly at Cape Town 
to what the Dadly 7ele- 
graph's correspondent 
says was one of the best 
speeches of the season. 
His subject was, “ What 
to do with Natives.” 
A. SLOPER has never 
es Rags a oll = 
eu wi 0 
their disposal: he eats 
Lo hseleng rls eh da ti rinkle of P 
with just a souyoon of lemon and a tiny sprinkle o} . Per. 
haps, though, the natives to which Mr Rhodes yee Gre ok the 
succulent bivalves of Whitstable. 


s 
THE Mohawk Minstrels are back again at the Agricultural Hall 
with new sketches and new songs. Their entertainment, if not 
altogether classical, is, at anyrate, calculated to cheer up and make 
happy the average hard worked, worn-out London toiler. 
ss 


s 

THE rumour that the Hon. Billy's offer to go out to Coren as 
War Correspondent for Larks! has been accepted by the editor of 
that pushing ha’porth is quite unfounded. Zarks’! mission is to 
make people laugh, at the cost of a ha'penny a week, and you can't 
raise much ofa grin with martial horrors. No, thanks, Larke/ 
has absolutely no use for a war correspondent. 

ss 


s 

FoR some years past now, the tailoring fraternity of the Metro- 
polis have been utterly shocked at the want of taste shown by 
some of our Royal Acade- 
micians, together with a 
certain number of our 
noted sculptors, in attir- 
ing their subjects in 


probably be 
remedied by the Tailors’ 
Exhibition, which has 
laid itself out to generally 
criticise, in future, all 
Royal Academy exhibits. 
Creases in the coat, or 
bagginess in the knees of 
the trousers will be se- 
verely condemned by the 
authorities of the exhibi- 
tion in question. Painters 
who wish to pose as_mas- 
tera of their art, will do 
well to remedy these 
shortcomings, 


SEVERAL of our astro- 
Nomers inform us _that 
the inhabitants of Mars 
are at present amusing > 
themselves by signalling 
to the inhabitants of this _ 
little world by the medium of fire. As long as they keep this fire 
to themselves this is all very good. akon thes. though, attempt 
to inject a little of it into our little sphere, we s 
tidy-sized bone to pick with Master Mara, 


Il have a pretty 
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2nd September, 1823.—Writing under this date, Char! 
Lamb says: “1 have a cottage in Colebrook Row, Islington. The 
New River (rather elderly by this time) runs (if a moderate walk. 
ing pace can be so termed) close to the foot of the house ; and 
behind it is a spacious garden, with vines (I assure you), pears. 
strawberries, parsnips, leeks, carrots and cabbages to delight the 
heart of old Alcinous. You enter without passage into a cheerfu! 
dining-room all studded over and rough with old books ; and abov.. 
ky neem dining-room, three windows full of choice prints 

feel like a great lord, never having had a house before,” . 


Srd September, 1888.—A_ newspaper of this date says - 
M. Van der Elst, secretary to the Belgian Minister of Mgvicaliere 
now staying at Eastbourne, has had a perilous adventure, ||. 
with a friend, started to climb Beachy Head at a point facing th. 
sen, 600ft. high. M. Elst succeeded in reaching the summit of the 
cliff, but he was much cut ; while his companion only reached halt. 
way up the great promontory, when he had to be rescued by th: 
Coastguard amid the fall of dangerous pieces of projecting rock. 


4th September, 1BOG, — Destier n tragedy by the Rev, 
Jolin Home, a Scotch clergyman who died this day, was represented 
in 1756. It was first rehearsed in lodgings in Canongate, Edin. 
burgh, occupied by Mra, Sarah Ward, one of the Digge's company, 
and in presence of the most distinguished literary character. 
Scotland then could boast of. The following was the cast on the 
occasion: Lord Randolph, Dr. Robertson, the historian; Glen. 
valon, David Hume, the historian ; Old Norval, Dr. Carlyle, of 
Musselburgh ; Douglas, Home, the author; Lady Randolph, Dr, 
Adam Ferguson ; Anna, the maid, and Dr. Blair. 


5th September, 1881.—This night, and some time after 
the menagerie at Sanger's Zoological Gardens, Margate, had been 
closed, the tigress that occupied a den adjoining one containing 
three very fine lions became restive and tore down the partition 
a — A terrible a or perpen | the older 
animal, by her immense strength and activit spate! the three 
lions before any assistance could be faadared - 


6th September, 1818.—Tom Moore, under this date, writes 
in his diary : * Dined at half-past two and went to church, The 
Psalm singing execrable, actual suffering to listen to it, and if 
penance and mortification be good for the soul, both preacher 
and singers inflict them on me abundantly at church. What an 
admirable epigram is that : 
“If on penitence bent, you wish to keep Lent, 
Just go to the Founiling, and hear Dr. Deut, 
And Ill be dammn‘d for you, if you don't repent !” 


7th September, 1666.—Evelyn in his diary this day says : 
“1 went this cone OF foot from Whitehall as far as London 
Bridge, through the late Fleete Street, Ludgate Ilill, Cheapside, 
ete., with extraordinary difticulty, clambering over heaps of vet 
smoking rubbish, and frequently mistaking where 1 was. The 
ground under my feete so hot, that it even burnt the soles of my 
shoes, I then went towards Islington and Highgate, where one 
might have seene 200,000 people of all ranks and degrees dispers‘'| 
rf) lying along by their heapes of what they could save from the 
fire, deploring their losse.” 


8th tember, 1886,—In the Rue Albouy, near the Fau- 
bows St. Martin, No. 16, lived a young woman called Leah Heriticr. 
and ofl g stented a returned convict, named Marius Blane. The 
pair uent disputes relative to money peoaalg ng Blane 
sold her clothes and trinkets to procure it. Because his mistress 
went to the police to complain Blanc beat her furiously, and this 
day he burst into her room brandishing a huge knife and threaten- 
ing to finish her. The ruftian then seized the woman, knocked her 
down, and severed her head from her body. A neighbour whu 
heard the noise ran to the room, and Blanc presented a revolver 
at him. The man -ioteperimee gf dl ran downstairs to call the police. 
and on arriving in the street he saw a crowd of excited people 
looking up at the house and clamouring loudly. Gazing upwards 
also he was horrified to see the head of the murdered woman 
dangling by the hair from the window. At the casement stool 
the murderer grinning like some tiend at the horror-stricken 
peonle below. The police and some passers-by ran upstairs, but 

lore they arrived in the room Blanc had lodged four bulicts in 


his own breast, 
(ee 


JUST THIRTEEN. 
A COMPLAINT. 
My mother bids me leave my locks 
To tumble loose and free, 
My mother bids me wear iny frocks 
Scarce lower than the knee, 
My mother bids me toas my ball 
nd skip upon the green, 
With * “ites, Dementor, once for all, 
Dun're only just thirteen !" 


Yet girls with whom I used to sport, 
In days for ever fled, 

Have curtscyed to the Queen at Court; 
And others have been wed 

To stupid boys I used to smack, 
And sometimes kiss, I ween, 

In days—a very long way back— 
When I was just thirteen. 


Oh, what a cruel fate is mine, 
To feel that youth has tlown, 

Yet never with the grown-ups dino, 
Or wear a long-tailed gown ! 

Oh, why is mother young and gay, 
Though fifty? t's too mean! 

She'll tell folks to my dying day, 

When | am grim and quaint and gray, 
I'm only just thirteen ! 


—_——_>—__—_ 


RATHER MORE THAN INSTINCT. 

HE was of a distinctly sentimental turn of thought, aud as he 
eat with his arm around her slender waist upon an iron seat upon 
the Thames Embankment and prattled prettily of the passin: 
world, she began to get a bit weary of “so much of it.” , 

“See, darling,” he said, “ how wonderful are the works of Prov'- 
dence. Hark at thore little sparrows chattering. See, ax thes 
guther ina row on that telegraph wire, they one und all chirruy' 
glad song of thanks to the declining day.” 

“ Declining grandmother!” said she; “don't rou know why the 
owe little bounders all perch on the wires at this time?” 

“No, you?” : 

“You bet!” I’ve got a cousin in Charing Cross Post-Oflice. aud 
he told me.” 4 ss 

“Told you why the sparrows all sit on the wires at five o'clock: 

“ Certainl?.” 

“Why is it?” 

“ Because the little blighters know that it’s at that hour that tls 
seer! quotations come along from Mark Lane.” 


—_—_—_—_——_——_—— 


Every Wednesday. 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 


Twopence- 
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enious watchmaker has just made a tiny watch to &t into a shirt stud.) 


(Au ing 


- are eae A WATCHMAKER 

- you WANT TO KNOW us a wiih ne 
re TINE = ——_— care 

Asm 0AY Ca Plus rene and 

wai RTP STUO skill very tricky, 


Just caused forth 
bud 


to 
An ingenious gtud 
To shine on your 
shirt-front (or 


dickey 
As through life 


“ front”), 
May, if sharp as to 


Note how Tempus 


goes by. 

By a watch in the 
stud on your 
shirt-front! 

The Johnnies, no 
doubt, 
Will these watchlets trot out, 

When nightly they're swallow-tail wearing , 
But each Johnnie must peer 
At the cthes Ve clear, 

For the stud-watch, of course, isn't glaring. 
So each one must say, 

When the hour of the day 

He'd learn from his unspecked-with-dirt front, 

“T say, dear old boy, 
I shall jump with much joy, 
1f you'll tell me the time by my shirt-front ?” 


—_=— 


ADONIS II. 


Tie ladies all adored him. Even the young and good-looking 
nu Me the any declared him awfully handsome, whilst the elderly 
nd uncomely were of the unanimous opinion that if ever there 
as a nineteenth century Adonis, here he was, at this sea-side 
b ie eben paying his five and thirty shillings weckly, just like 
prdinary mortals, 

And Adonis II. appeared to prefer the homage of the elderly to 
he ‘admiration of the youthtul. The pleasure of the paced foe 


ouse young lady’s society is not to be obtained for any lengthy 
Wet 


eriod without the expen- 
Hiture of a certain amount 
bf coin of the realm on 
boats, ices, drives, fruit, 
nd other more or less ex- 
pensive luxuries. But the 
ld maid contingent de- 
irl no such offerings at 
eir shrine. They were 
mtent to bask in the 
unshine of that bewitch- 
ny smile, to gaze in silent 
apture upon those divine 
oustachios, and each vied 
ith the others to win a 
ay to his heart. 
And each was privately 
{the opinion that she had 
pund it. Though she saw 
« wiles and stratagems 
her rivals, she felt, she % 
new, that they were in vain, and that it was she, and she alone, 
ho could claim a sovereign sway, Only a man of talent, nay 
‘nius, could have contrived to instil such feeling into five separate 
roms, and yet outwardly appear to treat all with equal attention ; 
wl we are, therefore, led to the inevitable conclusion that Adonis 
. Was a genius. 

Alas, that such a comedy should have its ending in a hy 3 
« morning they found the immaculate garments of Adonis II. in 
secluded part of the beach, and as he never appeared to claim 
ap there could be no doubt that he had perished whilst 
thing. 

It was a terrible thing. Five elderly spinsters were convinced 
at they had lost a husband ; five elder! y Splacters mourned in 
rret sums of from ten to thirty pounds w! each had advan 

ly a day or so before, pending the orrival of Andonis the II.’s 
nittance, and the luggage left behind neither furnished a clue 
the re ot Sap hapless man’s friends, nor proved of sufficient 
ue to pay his bills. 

The five spinsters divided his garments among themselves. The 
rious articles are preserved under glass cases in five 
nly homes, the mistress of each of which will tearfully tell you 
t the cruel sea robbed her of her first and only love. 

he body was never recovered, and for the simple reason that— 
t no; it would be the height of cruelty to dispel five fond 
usions with our base and worldly suspicions. 


—_————— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
Miss WILL-0’-THE-WISP. 
— pane, your Christian name 


ane, 
And your patronymic is still more 


in. 
But Fou flirt with Cholly, and Bert, 
and John, 
You lure them on, you lure them on, 
And you play on their hearts such a 
heartless game, 
That 1 feel obliged to bestow the 


name 

(And what it implies is, alas, too 
true !)— 

The name of Miss Will-o’-the Wisp 
on you! 


die? nt and potentate, squire and 
ion 

You lure them on, you lure them on. 
Away and afar, like a flock of sheep. 
They follow you with your voice so 


eep, 
Your eyes so bright, and your hair 


80 crisp, . 
Miss Will-o'-the-Wisp, Miss Will-o'- 
the-Wisp! 


You lure them on, you lure them on, 

Till the mantle of endless despair 
they don. 

C-) You lure them on, you lure them on, 
# Till their souls to the suicide’s doom 

5 have gone. 

And still to new-comers of love you lisp. 

Miss Will-o’-the-Wisp, Mies Will-o’-the-Wiz: ! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HMALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—~— 


128 Hope STREET, GLASGOW, August 20th, 1894. 
DEAR S1n.—1 beg to acknowledge receipt of your well-known 
certiticate, entitling me to use the mystic letters “I'.0.S.,” for 
which L thank you, and consider myself highly honoured. It is 
giving considerable fun to a large number who are calling up 
specially to see it. Yourstruly, M.S, RENNIE, F.O.8, 


_o 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 263.—HE OPENs THE WINDOWS OF BLISSVILLE FROM AFAR. 
SLOPER is indigent, SLOPER is poor, 
So, when SLOPER set out on his seaside tour, 
He couldn't pretend to afford the brass 
To keep in Court Mildew a caretaking lass, 
But when two months’ jinks by the brine he'd had, 
SLOPER grew sorrowful, SLOPER pe ead, 
For a thought in his mind gave him great perturbation ; 
“The rooms at Court Mildew must want ventilation !"” 


SLOPER sat saturnine, SLOPER sat sulky, 

With ponderings pensive his brain-pan grew bulky. 
“The rooms of Court Mildew are twenty in number, 
And ench of them’s furnished with nondescript lumber— 
I doubt if the lot could be pawned for a bo 

But "—SLopER did whimper, and SLOPER did sob— 
“Though the things in those rooms be of small valuation, 
Still the rooms in Court Mildew must have ventilation !” 


SLOPER reflected, and SLOPER perpended, 

Till into his brain came a notion most splendid. 

He collared his ink and his “ Pickwick,” and wrote 

Unto each of five burglars in London a note— 

An anonymous note (while he chuckled with laughter), 
And the words in those notes were as printed hereafter : 
“SLOPER is journeying, SLOPER is tripping ! 

His home at Court Mildew there's chances of stripping ited 
Then SLOPER laughed loudly, and SLOPER laughed low, 
And SLOPER said gaily, “ Five Sikeses will go 

Through the windows at Mildew in hopes that they'll drop 
Upon chattels and goods that be worthy to cop! 

And they'll find not a thing that is worth annexation, 
But—the rooms at Court Mildew will get ventilation!!!” 


A HOSPITAL BED CONFESSION. 

As soon as the good, kind night nurse came on duty, and had 
given the pane their medicines or hot milk, she settled down 
comfortably by the shattered young man's bedside and said : 

“ And now tell me just how it ha ed?” 

Hise! am no longer believe I'm an Anarchist?” the patient 
said, feebly. 

“1 don’t know. You've got to explain the dynamite yet, for all 
the doctors say that that ia what crused the explosion.” 

“ And so it was. Well, listen. Do you know, Sister Rose—and 
you're as pretty as a new blown one—prior to this accident 1 used 
to travel round the country selling ‘Hoggmurkitt’s Hints to 
Farmers,’ a valuable work, complete in two hundred and twenty- 
six monthly parts. Well, one lovely afternoon I came to a village, 
where I had only called once before, and 1 dropped in on n beau- 
teous young girl, who lived with her brother, a farmer, who had 
bought Part 1 of me. Part 1 contained full instructions for making 
and airing asparagus beds. 1 sat down beside the adorable creature, 
and was just about to introduce Part 2 to her notice, when the door 
opened, and a six-foot, raw-boned, big-footed young farmer entered 
Of course, I rose. 

“*] beg your pardon,’ I said, ‘but may I ask your opinion of the 
work I took the liberty of Lp rpictg sigs My your sister? 

“T could see by the weird light in his eye that he meant mischief, 
and, not liking the size of his boots, I grabbed my hat and started. 
Just as I reached the door his foot caught me like a young cyclone, 
and, helping me over six stone steps, landed me in the middle of a 
thorn bush. When I crawled out of that bush, nurse, I was about 
as angry a piers of humanity to the square inch as ever existed ; 
but I smothered the raging volcano within, arose, and bowed 
politely to the beautiful girl, who had come to the door. 

“* Mademoiselle,’ said I, ‘I beg your pardon for my hasty exit. 
It was not will but necessity which compelled me to leave your 
eae) as I did; but in the near future I shall do myself the 

onour to call again, when let that grinning six-feet of invulnerable 
humanity take care what he does with his Blurton’s.’ 

“ All that night I laid awake meditating a dire and awful reven, 
and, ere I refused my matutinal cocoa, my were all aided 
well-laid, too. I had a piece of thick sheet iron made so that it 
fitted Ge and cosy like to that portion of my anatomy which 1 
knew he'd go for; then I secured six ounces of dynamite and 
fastened it carefully in an oil-lined silk bag about six inches square. 
Having sewn this inside the bosom of my second-best trousers, 1 
rallied forth, feeling that vengeance was indeed soon to be mine, 

“ Lor’! and how completely the whole thing worked out! As Ll 
strolled up to the door where the sweet girl was standing, with a 
rosy blush on her cheeks, I thought I could discern a look in her 
eyes that wondered at my seeming temerity. 

“¢ Bon jour, pretty one,’ I yeserned, Sad just then I spotted 
the egricaitursiies coming from the fields. Flinch? Nota vestige. 
On, on he came, and the lovely girl, mindful of what happened 
ae ae only of my safety, begged of me to go. 

‘dl 


“69 she, passionately. 
“OAll ght ’ I said, as I squeezed her tiny hand. ‘ Wait—only 
wait—we shall all fly presently.’ 


“Great Edison! who would have thought six ounces of dynamite 
would have created such a holy rumpus! I hardly felt his foot at 
all. When I was pulled out of a haystack, half a mile away. I saw 
him coming down directly in line with the top of a barn, whilst the 
girl, was clinging to the vane of the village church. 

“Must you go, nurse? Very well, then; just put 


my sleepin 
draught where I can reach it. Thanks, Good night!” | me 


THE PARAFFIN LAMP. 


WE may meet with death on the wide high seas 
With death on the broad highway, 

With death when the breeze is the whirlwind’s breeze, 
With death in the football play : 

With death from the cormorant's fearful feed, 
With death from the warehouse crane, 

With death from the bicyclist’s hurting speed, 
With death from the ruthless train : 

With death from the cars as we cross the street, 
With death from the bather’s cramp: 

But the saddest of all the sad deaths we meet 
Is death from the Paraffin Lamp! 


Scarcely a day by old Time is spent 
Without letting our hearts be loaded 
With the tale of a soul from the body sent 
By a paraftin lamp exploded, 
So the rhymist who rhymes you these rhymes, forsooth, 
May be pardoned for once more turning _ 
Your thoughts to the well-worth-remembering truth 
That there's danger in parame Warning 
And his words of advice not in vain he'll write, 
If his readers of every stamp 
(Both in lighting their light, and in dousing their light) 
Will beware of the Parattin Lamp! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


* Four in Hand.” The number of letters in that word. 
PEACE with Honour: When the murderer of Mr. Dyson held 


the knave of trumps while tak'ag a hand at whist. 
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THE FAMILY GHOST. 


—~— 


CHAPTER L 


CaptatIn RATSBANE wore a gloomy scowl and a second-hand 
suit of clothes as he sat in solitary grandeur in the cabin of the 
Susan, of and from 
nowhere. 


/ 
Ae / 
scowl was a first- os) 
rato article ~ what SoZ 

ere was of it. 
Captain Ratsbane's ne ; 


face did not accom- ¢ (4? 
modate much scowl, ¢ 
It was a hairy faces 
Most part of iy 
which did not hav 
whiskers had mous- 
tache spread over it 
—so that little space 
was left for a scowl 
to display itself. 
Captain Ratsbane 
wore second - hand 
clothes—not be- 
cause he preferred 
second-hand 
clothes, but because 
in his profession 
this class of clothes 
were most easily 
got at. For Cap- 
tain Ratsbane was 
n pirate—the bri 
neon was od an 

rom nowhere, In soli ndeur. 
being a pirate ship. vides 
Had the Susan registered at any port it would have been dangerous 
to her sea-going possibilities the first time she called there ; and 
had Captain Ratsbane called in a first-class tailor with a view to 
having his clothes at first-hand, he would probably have had his 
measure taken for a first-class rope. It might be a contemplation 
of these things which caused the scowl to wrinkle the bald places 
of Captain Ratsbane’s face, and there might be other reasons, 

For although a pirate Captain Ratsbane was not happy ! 

his fact, though it sounds preposterous, was nevertheless true. 
The possession of wealth is not everything in this world, more 
especially when that wealth is of a heterogeneous nature, and when 
there is no opportunity to squander it. The Susan had, in course 
of her many adventures as a diligent sea rover, captured many 
vessels: and the contents of these were, of course, promptly trans- 
ferred to the hold of the Susan. Gold was, at the outset of the 
rover’s career, mainly desired ; but it was speedily found that gold 
was not every- 
thing. Gold can- 
not eaten, nor 
does it constitute 
a satisfactory 
pair of trousers 
of itself. And 
thus it was that 
the crew of the 
Susan learned 
there was an ab- 
solute necessity 
for being careful 
of other kinds of 
cargo, and that 
with store of 
bullion there 
might dis- 
comfort from 
very small mat- 
ters. There were 
boxes of the 
most valuable 
jewela in the 
private stores of 
the pirate crew 
at their rendez- 
vous ; but jewels 
are not every- 
thing in a pirate 
life, and will not 

es constitute a full 
Boxes of the most valuable goods. dress —except, 
perhaps, at a 

first-class West-end soiree or a Royal drawing-rooin. 

It was sadly depressing at times: when the Susan's store of 
cheese was done, to fight for five hours in order to one a vessel 
which was only laden with razor strops, or to battle with a superior 
force and almost be beaten by a ship, which it was hoped might 
have had a cargo of beer while she o carried herrings. 
These were disappointments—and the profession of pirates was full 
of such disappointments. The balance of nature is maintained 
everywhere except in a ship's cargo, and the distressing inequality 
fell with full force on the crew of the Susan. At onc time these 
industrious individuals would have a wholly inadequate supply 
of butter, but by a recent capture they had seven pairs of high- 
heeled boots for every member of the crew. Sometimes, when the 
rum was done, they would capture a first-class cargo of lemons. 
which was merely adding aggravation to what was already 
unmiti misery. 

Mal: it incidents like these had an extremely irritating effect 
on the crew, :and t 
irritation, of course, re- 
bounded ‘with full force 
on — Ratsbane, in 
his solitary state in the 
cabin. The Captain had 
no dread of a revoltagainst 
his authority. He was 
too firmly fixed 
poe for that. He had 

m made captain by a 
two thirds’ vote of the f 
crew, and at the close of 
the election the minorit 
had their throats cut wit 
a view to securing unan- 
imity in the future pro- . 
ceedings. These pre- 
cautions had firmly fixed 
Captain. Ratsbane for all 
time coming as captain. 7 

But Captain Ratsbane 
was not happy. He had 
been reflectively over- 
hauling an almanac, and 
had recollected that the 
months had rolled past 
till it was time when lamb 
and mint sauce was on 
most well-regulated 
dinner tables, and the 
cook had reported that 


there was neither lamb A recent capture. 
nor mint sauce in- the i 
eargo of the last ship captured. This was a sad condition ot 


things, indeed. Therefore, Captain Ratsbane was unhappy. 
C."0 be continucd next week.) 


280 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. E INDULGING IN SATIRE. 


FRESH FROM THE Cow. 
SLOPER says that sort of thing may be all very well, 
but he'd like a gim aud ginger beer cow fur the 
summer mouths. 


No. 375.—Mn. FRANK SHOKLAND, F.O.S. 


“Our hero's name has been long known to fame in cyclelom 3 
but since his last great feat upon the track at Herne Hill he 


may fairly claim to have male himself almost workl famous, — 

Like so many men who have afterwaris won renown, Frank Julia, Oh, vee, you know, T've such an indulgent husband, Great Scot! am I on the track of & mash, oF isthate 
hai no idea at first of doing anything wonderful on wheels, and Jane (spitefully). Yes, sv I've beard ; but docsu't he sometimes indulge too much ? walking gasogeue ?" 

we peeve Leer some dons Hine, He was content with an 

autiquate! boneshaker of the velucipede type, which was let out. 

to the youth of the neighbourhood Kr the insignificant sum of A N OT H E R R Oo M A N @] E s PO ] L E D. 


fourpence an hour. It was svon seen, however, that even with 
this primitive machine he could easily distance all competitors, 
and it was not long before he possesse| one of a more rideable 
variety. In a very short time Frank was making a name for 
himself among the brethren of the wheel; and as he grew in 
Years aml skill he gradually carrie! all before him, until he 
reached the highest rung upon the hudder of fame, by winning 
the long distance championship ofthe workl, Chiefy for this 
reason he was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him August 11th, 1894."—Lebrett dmpruved. 


hl fb al 


: 4 
“Have you rewl my latest three-volume novel?” “ Yes, deag 
boy. It is the best cure for insumunia that 1 know of.” 
(6) : 

(1) Hercules Sandow Spiff, The hour has come! The fair-pricet cab waits! Come, ent’s step resounds within! Afiss Zephira Uearysacks, Look out below, then! 

beautiful Zephira; quit the rvof of your tyrannical parent and fly with your faithful swooop !—-13) Bash !t!—(4) Miss Zephira Heavysacks. You little, nnserable, 

lover! Miss Zephira Hearysacks, That's all very well, Herky, but I don't much like undersized jackadandy ! What sort of a trick do you call that? Take your hook or 

the look of the rope ladder.—412) Mereules Sandow Spiff. Then come to these I'll smash you like a fly! Hear me talking? Stern arent. He! he! he! Thee 

brawny arms! Haste! Iet me bear thee from peril, my dainty blossum; your stern == won't be no elopcment journey, I guess! 
A LITTLE TEASER. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. WHAT, INDEED! 

m 
THE GOOD OLD BRITISH LAUNDRESS. s/ 
Good Old Krittsh Baron, Well, there, would yer think a al 


woman ‘ud act so stoopid? Here's my wife bin an’ sent my 

new shirt of mail to the laundress! Course it comes home in 

rags! Just as 1 was starting to sce the fun in Palestine, too! 
(Auctions, 


“Guod Fido! dear Fido! lie down, there's a goal dog.” “Can't affont to go to the sea this year, ‘eanse of the 
[But Fido, who sails to recognise his mistress tn her Why do T love that form so snappy ? rates aud taxes; and we've got a Radical Govern: nt 
bathing habit, refuses to le down, and keeps her in Because ) vu teas your happy Jappy. Wots the use of you callin’ yerself a Rudical, I should lise 

the walter Jur quite an hour and a half. Yum yum! Diana, tw know?” . 
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